
THE SOLDAN AND THE PASTRY- 
COOK OF PARIS 

ONG ago, in the days of St. Louis, there lived L in the city of Paris a rich pastrycook. He had 
not always been rich ; in fact, he began in a very small 
way indeed as one of those itinerant rissole-sellers who 
go about at night with a large basket covered with a 
white napkin, selling rissoles and wafer-cakes to the 
poor scholars of the University. The scholars used to 
lead most of the pastrycooks no end of a dance, steal- 
ing their baskets and eating the rissoles and hanging 
the empty baskets up as trophies under their windows. 
But this pastrycook, whose name was Master Otelinus, 
did not lose his basket twice, but kept his eyes open 
and stuck to business and rose very high indeed in 
what was only too appropriately termed in those days 
(as, indeed, it should be in our own) the mystery of a 
pastrycook. 

In due time he built a handsome shop in The Great 
Street not far from the Sorbonne, and here he stood 
at his open window-whose bottom shutters let down 
into the street made a fine counter, while the top ones 
were hooked back for an awning-and sold pies of all 
sorts and sizes from morning till night. Pies stuffed 
with pork and eels and wild-fowl and eggs-sometimes 
good eggs and sometimes bad, sank et quandoque im- 
rnundis-and very peppery cheese custard. And his 
servants paraded the city-for he no longer went out 
himself-cheating his old enemies, the students, over 
black and white prunes and cherries and unripe apples 
and such-like small gear. 

In this tranquil and profitable fashion Master 
Otelinus might have gone on living to a good old age 
had not a preaching friar made his appearance one 
fine spring day at the gate of St. James, just at the end 
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of the street, and induced him to go on a crusade. 
It was not that he was carried away by zeal, then and 
there, like those foolish knights you read about who 
cried Deus vult to Peter the Hermit and had their 
cloaks straight away bedizened with red crosses. No, 
Master Otelinus was not that sort of man at all. He 
was far more balanced and shrewd, or he would never 
have circumvented the students and risen to be the 
great man he was. Strictly speaking, it was not the 
friar’s doing at all that he came home resolved to start 
for the Holy Sepulchre at the first convenient oppor- 
tunity ; it was the result of his own cogitations, and 
his own cogitations ran as follows : 

On every crusade that ever was (he said to himself) 
there were always certain people who were bound to 
lose their lives and others who were bound to make 
money. Why should not he be one of the latter? 
Crusaders proper were meant to have a bad time, it 
was more meritorious ; and there were ever so many 
people to help them have it besides the Saracens. If 
they went by sea, there were the sailors who scuttled 
their ships and made off with their goods ; and if they 
went by land, there were the smiths who stuck nails 
in the quick of their horses’ feet so that the poor beasts 
fell lame in a few hundred yards and were bought for 
a song by accomplices up the road. And wherever 
they went there was the huge train of armourers, tent- 
makers, and provision-vendors, like kites about a 
corpse. Plainly the Holy Land was the place for 
Master Otelinus ; and he set sail with four journey- 
men and two apprentices, and St. Louis, and the 
Oriflamme of France, and one thousand eight hundred 
ships, from the port of Marseilles in the autumn of 
the year of our salvation twelve hundred and forty- 
eight. 

There was not much doing in Cyprus, where they 
spent the winter. The island was a desolate place 
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enough, but St. Louis himself had seen to the main 
needs of his army. And when his barrels of wine and 
hillocks of grain were dwindling, that curiously pie- 
bald character the Emperor Frederick 11, with his 
customary open-handedness, sent an ample supply of 
food and provender. So it was not until they sighted 
the mouth of the Nile, on the fourth of June, 1249, 
that Master Otelinus was really given a chance of con- 
ducting his activities as a Captain of Industry on a 
scale befitting his knowledge and experience. 

Now, had the history of the Seventh Crusade been 
written, as it would have been nowadays, by a hungry 
little man with a typewriter instead of a magnanimous 
knight like De Joinville, what a picture we should have 
had of the landing of the Pastrycook of Paris ! 

You see, the water was shallow, and eighty yards 
from where the Crusaders had dropped anchor a force 
of Saracens, under an emir in gold armour, was drawn 
up to defend the beach. The sound of their horns 
and kettledrums roused all the martial instincts of the 
intrepid Otelinus. It was just as though he heard the 
bellowing of the poor scholars as they turned the 
corner of the Street of Beetroots in the good old days 
at home. He hastened on deck in time to see the 
Saracens dispersed with the loss of two of their leaders. 
And when King Louis, with the Oriflamme borne 
before him, had waded shoulder high to the shore, 
followed by the dite of the crusading army, with their 
shields round their necks and their lances in their 
hands, Master Otelinus, rejecting the aid of his six 
rapscallions-all of whom would have carried him on 
their shoulders at a nod-descended consequentially 
into the water, with his best silver gridiron where the 
shield should have been, and waded solemnly to shore. 

It would take too long to tell you all the adventures 
of the Pastrycook of Paris in the gallant city of Dami- 
etta, which was left deserted by the Saracens with 
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all its darts and arrows, siege-engines and stone balls, 
and (what was more in Master Otelinus’s way) its 
wheat and barley and rice, all at the will of the con- 
querors. Never had his art been so much in demand, 
and never had his custards been so savoury and his 
pmtiZZi of game and swine’s flesh so toothsome. Spices 
were to be had for the asking. In fact, it was cur- 
rently said among the Crusaders that you had only to 
leave a net in the river overnight, to find it brimful in 
the morning of ginger and cloves and aniseed and 
cinnamon, all blown off the trees of the Earthly Para- 
dise (which was not so very far up stream) and carried 
down to the estuary. But, alas for the instability of 
human happiness ; The army left Damietta in Novem: 
ber ; and after a winter of decreasing profits and 
increasing discomforts, Master Otelinus found him- 
self face to face with the austerities of Lent in a 
pestiferous camp north of Mansura, with a new channel 
of the Nile to the right of him and an old channel of 
the Nile to the left of him, the Saracens in front of 
him, and a terra incognita which grew less like the 
Earthly Paradise every day, behind him. Picture to 
yourself his professional misery-he who had made it 
his boast that, except for restrictions of quantity (for 
which the Church and not Master Otelinus was re- 
sponsible), no patron of his had ever been known to 
look upon Lenten diet as a mortification at all-when 
he found that not a fish was to be had but the Nile 
eels, and that the Nile eel, a frilled and bearded 
monster of the most unappetizing appearance, had 
been battening indifferently on Crusaders and Saracens 
ever since Christmas ! And when Easter came, things 
were no better. For an ox cost eighty livres, a sheep 
or a pig thirty ; and what was the look-out for custards 
with eggs at twelve deniers a-piece ? 

And then in April he was taken prisoner, with St. 
Louis himself and Sir Geoffry of Sargines and my 
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Lord Gaucher of Chatillon and five hundred of the 
best blood in France ; and they were all drafted on to 
Saracen galleys and carried to Mansura. St. Louis 
was put in an unplastered brick hovel five feet square, 
alongside the Great Mosque, and his scarlet hood, 
with its lining of fine fur, sent to the Soldan of 
Damascus, who set it on his own head. But the 
Pastrycook of Paris was put in an open courtyard 
behind a high mud wall with some hundreds of other 
prisoners, gentle and simple ; and every night two or 
three hundred-such as could pay no ransom and 
knew no handicraft-were beheaded and thrown into 
the Nile. 

At last he was taken before the Soldan. It had been 
a hot morning, and Master Otelinus had been driven 
nearly frantic by a mad English Templar who crouched 
continually beside him in the shadow of the mud wall, 
singing over and over again to a monotonous chant : 

0 that I was where I would be, 
Then would I be where I am not ; 
But where I am I needs must be, 
And where I would be I can not. 

This so sickened him that he felt almost light-hearted 
.as he was marched back to the galleys and taken down- 
stream to Farecour, where the Soldan had pitched his 
pavilion on the very verge of the river. But his heart 
sank anew as they landed at the enclosure which had 
four uncanny towers of fir-poles covered with blue 
linen and was closely guarded by Ethiopians with 
scimetars. The first tower had a curtained entrance 
through which he was grimly ushered. Then came a 
great round tent piled with weapons and armour, in 
which two emirs, who were to go in for the next 
audience, were laying aside their swords and stripping 
off their curiasses. Another still gaudier tower, 
another still more guarded tent, and Master Otelinus 
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was in the gaudiest and most guarded sanctuary of all, 
and face to face with the Soldan. 

The Pastrycook of Paris prostrated himself between 
his grovelling escort, and, being bidden in the French 
language to rise to his feet, got up and took a good 
look at the Soldan. There he lolled, the redoubtable 
Turan Shah, on a cushioned dais amid the glistening 
half-circle of his emirs, a young man of twenty-six or 
so, with a face not only tigerish in its ferocity, but- 
thank Heaven, thought the experienced Otelinus- 
thoroughly and unmistakably greedy. 

“ Well, and what can you do for your living ? ” said 
the Soldan. 
“ Saint Denis to boot ! ” said the beating heart of 

the Pastrycook of Paris. “ Could there be a better 
opening ? ” He licked his lips, called on his Guardian 
Angel and all the Saints in Paradise to assist him, 
and began as follows: 

Lord, to make answer by the book 
I am of Paris Pastrycook ; 
And if I be not what I look, 
The Devil catch me with his hook ! 
Gehenncz erubescam ! 
Meals can I make for dole and mirth, 
In  peace and plenty, war and dearth, 
For tourney, wedding, death or birth, 
Of all God grows on middle earth, 
Ut nobis sint in escam. 

Fish, flesh and fowl, herb, pulse and root, 
Butter and honey, spice and fruit, 
The last seed and the first green shoot, 
Admit my puissance absolute, 
Fecistis me regnare ; 
By hidden well or stream on land, 
By glow of coal or blaze of brand, 
I exercise the high command 
That Heaven hath set in each man’s hand 
Qui gaudet tabmare. 
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And when your worship would carouse 
’Neath cloth of state or greenwood boughs, 
And show the riches of your house, 
Like fair Queen Hester’s merry spouse, 
Convivio reflentino ; 
Then shall you call me to your side 
To feast your barons or your bride, 
From Candlemas to Christmas-tide, 
To serve you shall be all my pride, 
Conji.de Otelino ! 

It was a magnificent effort! The Pastrycook of 
Paris had spoken up for his art as an artist should, 
and there is no doubt he would have been made Con- 
troller of the Royal Kitchen then and there had it not 
been for the Grand Vizier-a cautious, blinking, little 
man-who edged up to the irresolute Soldan and re- 
minded him that the artizans of Babylon had just sent 
up a monster petition against the sparing of any more 
Frankish craftsmen. Times were bad enough, they 
said, as it was, without these interlopers coming be- 
tween them and their living. 

The Soldan explained the dilemma, quite compas- 
sionately for him, to poor Otelinus. Of course, the 
latter quite understood the point of view of the men 
of Babylon. He would have said just the same him- 
self if St. Louis had brought a batch of newly-Chris- 
tened Moslem cakebakers back to Paris. However, he 
resolved to make one more bid for freedom. 
“ Lord,” he said, “ I am in your power ; but if you 

do not pack me back at once to my fellow-Christians 
you will be doing yourself a great disservice.” 

“ How do you make that out ? ” asked the Soldan. 
“ Because not a month has passed, since I followed 

the army of your enemies, without my killing half a 
score of their best men with the old cooked meat and 
rotten fish I sell them,” replied Otelinus truthfully. 

The Soldan burst into a tigerish laugh, and the 
Pastrycook of Paris was set at liberty on the spot. 
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What became of him afterwards no man ever knew for 
certain. His enemies said he turned Mussulman and 
so far forgot himself as to help burn the mighty pile 
of salt pork surrendered at Damietta. But this I can 
hardly believe. According to a happier legend, he 
sailed safely back to Christendom in a Genoese galley ; 
but being touched by contrition for his sins (as well 
he might be !) he never went home to Paris, but be- 
came a lay-brother in the house of the Friars Minor 
at Genoa. They say, too, who tell this story, that for 
his greater penance he never told anybody he could 
cook ; but, being given charge of the monastery garden, 
endured with heroic serenity the daily mortification of 
handing over his salads and pot-herbs to the entirely 
incompetent brother in the kitchen. And this was the 
end of the Pastrycook of Paris. 

HELEN PARRY EDEN. 
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